However, since her death it has come to my knowledge
that the dedication has continued to stimulate curiosity
and that speculation has in some cases led to erroneous
conclusions, and I think the time has come to reveal the very
simple solution of the mystery:
The Three Selves referred to in the dedication were Ladye,
whohadencouragedherfirstefibrtsinprose and ofwhose con-
tinued interest she was firmly convinced; myself, whose glad
and humble service to her talent she chose thus to acknow-
ledge and honour and . . . Radclyffe Hall, since, generous
as she was in her tribute to Ladye's influence and to my ser-
vice, she could not deny that the books were her own creation.
I could write an entire book about John collecting copy,
for whenever and wherever she sought it, I went with her.
Sometimes it was I who enabled her to collect it. I it was
who discovered the macaroni factory in Old Compton
Street and introduced her as an eccentric signorina who
wished to inspect it. Soho, of course, she knew in her bones,
and The Doric was born after an exhaustive tour of the
underground regions of the Berkeley,
We followed Gian Luca step by step to the New Forest
and I am not likely to forget our hunt for that charcoal
burner; we trudged and waded in abominable weather and
found him at last; almost, it seemed, by chance, and she
listened for hours while he expounded his lore.
I remember that I beguiled a part of the time by extracting
a sheep-tick from his kitten's ear!
Her final exploit in regard to Adams Breed she performed
without me under the escort of Dr. Bronte, the pathologist.
He took her to visit a public mortuary so that she could
verify details of procedure and it was not until at least three
weeks had elapsed that she revealed to me that its only
occupant had been a baby recently dead of diphtheria!. ..
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